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which breathe of Nature at every inch of the 
cauvas, and give great promise of Mr. Column 
becoming one of our greatest landscapists. In 
the "Valley of the Neperham" are all these 
,, .Qualities; across the foreground is a stretch of 
■ ! imeiaxiowland, while |ii. tlje distance and middle 
distance are grand old elms ami maples, nestled 
among 'which is a snug countyy farm house; in 
the extreme foreground is a pool at which cattle 
are drinking and boys fishing. The composition, 
it will be seen, is somewhat meagre, but Mr. Col- 
man has treated it with such success that we do 
not feel this, but look, rather, at the bright green 
fields, the waving trees, aud sunny midsummer 
sky, which are here reproduced by the exquisite 
skill ol the artist with marked truthfulness and 
beauty. 

Here too is Brown's delightful picture, "In 
Ambush," the pretty little miss peering out from 
behind her leafy barricade, lairly cajoling us into 
; admiration of her beauty and Mr. Brown's talent. 
This, is a remarkably successful genre picture; 
every point has been attended to with fidelity, 
the child, drapery, foliage, all are painted with 
consummate skill and finish, while the feeling ot 
childish innocence and mirth running throughout 
the whole work is simply and superlatively de- 
licious.. 

... Jas. Hart : s landscape of, what I suppose is 
Adirondaq scenery, is another fine picture, good 
'"'•'.itt eolos.^ompo.sttiofli.and, treatment; while De 
Haas' small picture of a glimpse 'of sea beach 'is 
characterized by all that artist's best qualities, as 
is also La Farge's dish of flowers, and Nehlig's 
West Indian. Mr. Weir, who has been studying 
rainbows of late, gives us a picture of that atmos- 
pheric phenomenon, which, although possessing 
many good qualities, is too weak in color to call 
for entire commendation. 

It is Mr. Snedecor's intention to change or re- 
plenish his collection every week or so, and if the 
present is a specimen of what future ones are to 
be, his gallery will become one of the pleasantest 
and most popular resorts ot art lovera in the city. 
There is an exquisite little picture by Neu- 
stadter, entitled the "Orphans," now on exhibi- 
tion at Schaus' Gallery. Two beautiful girls 
arrayed in the deepest mourning are gazing with 
tearful eyes on the portrait of their dead mother; 
one; more resigned than her sister, endeavors to 
subdue her grief, but the other, in a paroxysm of 
misery has thrown herself upon the breast of her 
companion and gives vent to an uncontrolled 
burst of agony. The story is simple and touch- 
ing, and in this spirit the artist has treated it, 
imbuing it with a feeling of sentiment and pathos 
which is very felicitous, and produces a marked 
sensation upon the beholder. The painting is in 
many places hard, the accessories in particular 
being open to this criticism, but then the flesh 
and drapery painting are so excellent and the 
story is so admirably told that we can pardon 
this to a certain extent while according to the 
artist almost unmixed praise. 

I had hoped to have had some studio gossip 
this week, but here I have been running on so 
about picture galleries that space will not permit 
and I must perforce postpone it. The artists are 
all Hard at wdrk, many of them on "Academy 
pictures, "arid next week I shall reveal some of 



the "secrets of their prison houses," or rather 
studios, to speak more correctly and less William- 
esque. Paletta. 
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The Pickwick Papers. Diamond Edition. Tick- 
nor & Fields, Boston. 

The edition of the immortal works of Charles 
Dickens', recently issued by Ticknor & Fields, of 
Boston, will bo very cordially received by the 
whole reading public of America. It is con- 
venient in size, and the type, though small, is 
wonderfully marked and distinct, ana Conse- 
quently as pleasant to read as type of larger 
denomination. The printing is of the first class 
of the art, the paper excellent, the binding in 
excellent taste, and the whole get up every way 
worthy of the high reputation of the house from 
which it is issued. 

The volume containing the whole of the Pick- 
wick Papers, issued in January, 1867, is the first 
of the series, the whole to be completed in monthly 
volumes, each volume containing a complete 
work. 

The illustrations to the Pickwick Papers are 
original from drawings by S. Eytinge, Jr. They 
display a marked character and a keen apprecia- 
tion of humor. They are bold and free in draw- 
ing, giving evidence of a quick eye and a ready 
hand. One peculiarity is seen in nearly all the 
l faccs; 'namely :•- an indefinite blurry appearance 
of the mouths, a iault which is inexcusable, asno 
effect is gained by that want of decision. 

We recommend this edition of Charles Dickens' 
Works to our readers most cordially, for it is both 
cheap and elegant. 

The " Atlantic Monthly " for March is before 
us, and its contents are of an inviting and varied 
character, as the following schedule will show: 
"The Guardian Angel," III, by Oliver Wendell 
Holmes; " Out on Picket," by Col. T. W. Higgin- 
son; " Glacial Phenomena in Maine," II, by Prof. 
L. Agassiz; "The River," by Harriet Prescott 
Spofford; "George Bedillion, Knight," H, by 
Mrs. Rebecca L. Davis; " Mr. Hardback on the 
Derivation of Man from the Monkey"; "Katharine 
Morne," V, by the aulhor of " Herman "'; *' All 
Here," 1829-1867, by 0. W. Holmes; "Chicago," 
by James Parton; "Labor"; " My Friend Bing- 
ham," by Henry James, Jr.; "On a Marble by 
Dudois," by Horace B. Sargent; "A Glimpss of 
Genoa," by W. D. Howells; "Rags," by Jane G. 
Austin; "The True Problem," by Carl Schurz; 
1 ' Reviews and Literary Notices." 

The list of contributors can hardly fail to attract 
attention and awaken interest. The continued 
story, " The Guardian Angel," by Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, is developing finely, and promises to be 
his most effective work. 

We have also received from the same firm, 
" Ticknor & Fields," the March number of " Our 
Young Folks," which is is certainly a treasury of 
amusement ana instruction for boys nnd girls. 
The subjects of the several articles are of a popu- 
lar character, and we treated in a simple an. I 
effective manner, calculated to arrest the atten- 
tion and secure the interest of young people. The 
teachings are good, and the tone and sentiment 



healthy. Theseare important points in literature' 
addressed to children. 

The illustrations, which are numerous and are- 
well drawn and engraved, are by Hoppin, G. Gy 
White, S, Eytinge, Jr., and Harry Fenn. The 
contents are as follows i " Darius Green and his 
Flying Machine," J. F. Trowbridge; "What! 
Pussy did with herJWintdrs, " H. BvStowej "Snow 
Falling," J. J. Piatt; " G(fcd Old Time?," Elijah 
Kellogg; "Our Bnby." G- S> Burleigh; "The 1 
Winter Sports," C, J/ Foster; "Under the Flag,''' 
Helen W, Pierson; "Sam's Monkey," S. D. Nich-' 
ols; "Out in the Snow," Louise C, MoultonJ 
"Night Winds," Words by Emily H. Miller,- 
Music by J, R/ Thomas; "Round the Evening 
Lamp," and "Our Letter Box/' 

Faith Urwin's Ordeal* By Georgiana M. Craik.' 
Published by Leypoldt <fc Holt, 
This is a charming little domestic story, some- 
what painful in its evolvement, but told with true 
womanly delicacy of feeling. In the hands of a 
less talented author the subject would be dis-- 
agreeable to the last degree, but Mrs.- Craik has- 
treated it with such tact and Judgment that we 
read on, delighted and entranced by the simplicity 
and purity of style displayed in every page. 



Henry Fosbli.— This great painter, and very 
extraordinary man, was born at Zurich, Switzer^ 
land, in 1741, according to all accounts, save his 
own; but he himself placed it in 1745, without 
adding the Jay or the month. He always spoke 
of his age with reluctance. Once when pressed- 
about it, he said, peevishly, "How should I 
know? 1 was bom in February or March — it was 
some cursed cold month, as you may guess from 
my diminutive stature, and crabbed disposition/' 
He was the son of the painter, John Casper Fues-- 
siiy, and the second of eighteen children. 

His change from an early idea of becoming a 
writer to that of an artist, is worthy of record, as- 
illustrating the fact that the same grade ot intel- 
lect, with application is capable of anything. 

Ho devoted himself for a considerable time after' 
his arrival in London to the daily toils of litera- 
ture — translations, essays, and critiques. Among 
other works, be translated " Wine Klimans book 
on Paintiugand Sculpture." One day Bonnycastle- 
said to him after dinner: 

"Fuseli, you can write well— why don't you- 
write something?" 

"Something," says Fuseli, "you always say 
write. Fuseli, why don't you write ? Blastation !• 
What shall I write?" 

"Write I" said Armstrong, who was present,- 
' ' write on Voltaire and Rosseau. " 

Fuseli said nothing, but went home and began- 
to write. His enthusiasm spurred him on, and- 
his work was soon done. It was printed, but a< 
fire consumed the printing office with every letter 
of the valuable work. One ot his friends said ' ' It 
had a short lite, but a brilliant end." 

The result of this was a change, somewhat sim- 
ilar to Thackeray's, from a desire to be an artist 
to that of a writer^ He one day found his way to 
the studio of Reynolds,' and submitted some of 
his drawings to that eminent artist's inspection,- 
who, looking at them for some time, said: 

" How l.ng have you studied m Italy?" 

**I never studied in Italy. Do you think I 
ought to ?" / 

" young man," said Reynolds, " if I were the / 
author ot those drawings £10,000 a year would/ 
noi keep roe from becoming an artist." / 

These words decided the destiny of Fuseli. He/ 
forsook literature; refused a living in the churchj 
and became a great painter. ( 

The Paris " St. Cecilia's " only concert for this}' 
season presented a tempting programme. 



